JULY

THERE is, strictly speaking, no need to write
much about Henley. It can be put in one
phrase : 6 Her eyes are blue.5 . . .

She wears the cream coat with the white fur
collar which she bought on the Croisette last Febru-
ary and, as I say, her eyes are blue, not a musical
comedy heroine blue : a Spartan blue with a touch
of steel in it. As we sit in canvas chairs, shaved
lawns to the back and an old wall and the Thames
to the front, I have occasion to know that her shoes
are a triumphant climax to a fine sweep of the only
right shade of sand silk : slim sandals with a thin
strip of white leather running from toe to instep.
Her eyes are blue. Repeat the last sentence five
hundred times and you have the heart of Henley :
blue eyes and cold chicken, sand stockings and
strawberries. . . .

Round us on green lawns are Old Blues. Some
are so old that they have turned white. They wear
caps of eggshell blue and navy blue and cherry
pink, and they look as Rip Van Winkle might have
looked when he awakened if his sleep had come on
him during his schooldays. They seem vaguely
excited and they often gaze upstream. They are
rather a nuisance ; they convey the strange impres-
sion that this is a regatta.

Every year when Henley comes round in its due
time it seems that some frolicking giant empties into
the Thames a box of confetti which, clinging to-
gether lodges in a straight line in the very centre
of the olive-green river. You look at this floating